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The models for this mumming are two works.  The first is Mumming at Eltham, by John Lydgate; the second, A Mumming of Seven Philosophers by an unknown author.


Eltham was first published in 1427 and first performed circa 1427-1430.
  It is a short piece, which is being used for its thematic conceit of Roman gods presenting gifts to the King and for its verse structure, of which more later.


Philosophers is by an unknown author (“Anon.”) and although it dates to the 14th or 15th century, my source can say little beyond that, being uncertain of any performance or publication prior to the 20th century.
  It is being used for two things only.  The first and least important is as a check on the verse form.  This is of little importance since Eltham’s structure is being used.  The main reason  it is included at all is that Eltham has no identifiable speakers.  Since I wish to use speakers, I wanted to include a source that indicated that specific speakers were sometimes used in period.  Philosophers has clearly indicated speakers, including not only the titular philosophers but another named character and has four unassigned stanzas.


Thus I feel comfortable in assigning stanzas to certain named characters in this piece, while leaving some stanzas “unassigned,” to be  read by a “narrator.”

Verse:


The meter in both mummings is the “rhyme royal.”   This consists of 7-line stanzas with a rhyme scheme of ababbcc.  Lydgate used both four and five accented lines in his poetry, and while his five  accent line does not always adhere precisely to what a modern ear might think of as iambic pentameter, the line may usually be read thus.
 Philosophers appears to hold pretty strictly to iambic pentameter as well. I have chosen, therefore, to work with a fairly straightforward iambic pentameter for this piece.


In Eltham, Lydgate wrote eleven stanzas and an envoie.  The envoie has the same rhyme scheme as the other stanzas.   He concluded each of the first seven  stanzas with the same final line, although the rhyming penultimate line does vary.  The final four stanzas and envoie have the same structure in the final two lines.   I am using a similar bit of literary filigree in the piece.
Performance History and Notes:

This piece was written for the coronation of Darius and Alethea and was performed on that occasion.  I understand it went well.  The concept originated with Fergus MacRae and Catrin o'r Rhyd Fôr and the cast featured many notables from Carolingia, Østgarðr and all around the Kingdom.

It was subsequently printed in The Seahorse, the newsletter of the Crown Province of Østgarðr.

The dramatis personae is for the ease of modern production, and the notes following the characters are suggestions for gifts to be given by the character.
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[Narrator]

[Ceres] – gift, bread

[Mars] – gift, “implement of war” any sort of weapon or toy weapon

[Vesta] – gift, lamp, ideally Roman  style oil lamp

[Cupid] – gift, “symbol of love”

[Diana] – gift, boy or toy bow

[Bacchus] – gift, wine

[Apollo] – gift, something to do with music

[Minerva] – gift, yarn

[Jove] – nothing

All men of birth this day do celebrate,

Ascension of a worthy Royal pair.

All voices in the hall reiterate

That once again the land is free from care.

Prosperity all year each one will share

With wealth and bounty seen on every hand   

When peace and joy hold sway all through the land.

Heaven above joins in this glad display,

The gods themselves are here, Your Majesties!

Divinity has  come to earth this day

This happy opportunity to seize

To sit with us and with us take their ease

With song and music, dance and gladsome band

When peace and joy hold sway all through the land.

Divinity to dignity has come 

With wisdom and great gifts to grace the hall.

Four gods and four and one make up the sum,

Nine ancient gods who are both strong and tall,

Heed well their words and gifts both one and all

For words and gifts must carefully be planned

When peace and joy hold sway all through the land. 

[Ceres]

Ceres am I, the goddess of the field.

Neglect me at your risk you sons of man.

My strength is lent that all your crops may yield

A harvest in accord with nature’s plan.

This time of year, make merry while you can

For soon it will be time for labors new.

The time is here to take your pleasures true.

The grain has grown and has been cut and ground,

The flour mixed with water and with barm.

The dough been formed into a loaf full round

And placéd in an oven safe from harm.

My power then exerts an ancient charm

And pale white dough takes on a golden hue.

The time is here to take your pleasures true.

The staff of life is what I to you bring,

A loaf of bread, a symbol of great wealth.

For listen now to what I say, O King,

Without good food there cannot be good health.

Now like the wheat I take my leave with stealth,

And one last wish that I shall make for you:

The time is here to take your pleasures true.

[Mars]

Hail winter King, from Mars the god of war.

I come to you, since war can not be found

When men across the world have all forebore

To fight while grain and snow lie on the ground,

And panoply of peace and joy abound.

But even I enjoy this release

For even Mars can find a time for peace.

But listen men and harken to my words,

The sounds of war are never far away.

Peace we are told comes on the wings of birds,

The dogs of war come with a mighty bay

To hurl themselves all heedless in the fray.

Relish the time when violence doth cease

For even Mars can find a time for peace.

Thus implement of war I give to you

And charge your warriors look well to their arms.

For keeping men-at-arms all Kings must do,

His army keeps his  people safe from harms.

But let my warlike words raise no alarms,

And let all men enjoy war’s surcease

For even Mars can find a time for peace.

[Minerva] 

When men of arms go forth to make their war,

They go with goods to help them strike their foe

The craftsfolk who my holy name adore

Do arm and clothe them to our foeman’s woe.

The secrets of their guilds these craftsmen know,

Minerva’s children’s flag is now unfurled.

This Kingdom stands foremost in all the world.

When peace across this Kingdom’s lands holds sway,

My children are at work with talents strong,

To guide those folk who otherwise would stray

Without the skills of those who labor long

Or who would  fight in clothing that is wrong,

Ill-suited to the fields where they are hurled.

This Kingdom stands foremost in all the world.

So let you all praise those whose busy hands,

Fill workshop and fill house, fill town and barn,

So that our crafts are famed through many lands.

I give to you, O queen, a gift of yarn,

For making clothing new, or holes to darn.

For knitting garments plain or items pearled,

This Kingdom stands foremost in all the world.

[Vesta]

A fire burns and may cause woe or weal,

It is a tool like any other tool.

Without its warmth, there is no way to heal,

Or moderate a humour’s sickly cool.

But pay it heed or else be  known a fool,

A man who scorns fair Vesta quickly learns

The sacred hearthfire warms but also burns.

From out the hearth come flowing light and heat

To make of homes the refuge that they are.

A place to cook, and later then to eat,

To welcome those who come from near and far.

No trespasser that precinct safe should mar,

That felon foul our enmity then earns

The sacred hearthfire warms but also burns.

In token of that holy flame, a gift!

A lamp, though small, possesses that same spark,

As the eternal fire which serves to lift

Whole Kingdoms out of night and cold and dark.

With fire that bears Vesta’s holy mark.

A lamp, like man, for light and knowledge yearns.

The sacred hearthfire warms but also burns.

[Cupid]

The virgin goddess now has said her speech,

‘Tis time for Cupid now to speak of love.

There are some here I have some things to teach,

With sighs as gentle as a cooing dove,

Whose song of longing floats to clouds above.

Instruction I shall give to those who dally,

While love songs echo softly in the valley.

To kindle love in all is all my goal,

To make them burn with love as I have spoke,

With signs that all may see from pole to pole;

The fires of love do not burn without smoke.

I strike them down with arrows made of oak

Whose force divine makes sagging wills to rally

While love songs echo softly in the valley.

This power do I give to you, but wait!

Such power is not meant for mortal use.

Instead I give a symbol of the fate

That is in store for those who are too  loose

Of foot or free of fancy and whose goose

Shall cookéd be at Cupid’s final tally,  

While love songs echo softly in the valley.

[Diana]

When Cupid has his lustful tale concluded,

Then comes Diana to prolong the story.

The goose to which that spritely boy alluded,

Shall soon give rise to more elusive quarry,

Whose entrance to this world is somewhat gory.

For those who will give birth to something dear,

Diana governs both the child and deer.

The hunt and childbirth both end in pain;

The deer gives up his life so we may eat.

The mother’s suffering finishes in gain,

The child lives, Death’s victory we cheat

Not in ourselves; it is our children’s feat,

So that we may not spend our lives in fear,

Diana governs both the child and deer.

The gift of life, a woman’s mystery,

Is one that men will never fully know.

A gift of that type men will never see,

So as the goddess of the hunt I go!

These arrows I do give your bow to  throw;

That hunting is a noble sport is clear.

Diana governs both the child and deer.

[Bacchus]

Diana  governs both the child and deer.

Good for Diana! Someone should them rule!

But who is left to govern wine and beer?

‘Tis Bacchus, of the gods the one least cruel.

And he who will say nay is but a fool.

‘Tis Bacchus who makes every man feel fine,

The greatest gift of gods to man is wine.

Some gods will speak fine words and talk and talk,

About the things they do and why they matter.

But Bacchus is the one who walks the walk,

And Bacchus’ worshippers are growing fatter,

What difference if our togas we do splatter?

For courage from cups stiffens up the spine!

The greatest gift of gods to man is wine.

What then shall Bacchus bring unto the hall?

What gift from him shall grace a royal table?

Shall he upon his knees unsteady fall

And  make excuses such as he is able?

Like a stupid beast from AEsop’s fable?

No! He shall give a gift that is divine!

The greatest gift of gods to man is wine.

[Apollo]

The sun is rarely seen across the land.

The reason stands before you, it is I!

My chariot awaits me near to hand,

Apollo does not ride across the sky.

So let good songs and  music upward fly,

And every mind be turned to joy and mirth

For this, this is the gift of greatest worth.

O let us now, each one, prepare a rhyme!

For poetry, of words, does please me best.

It matters not the rhythm or the time,

To make a joyful noise is all our quest,

To sing our  songs in places East and West,

To something magic in this world give birth,

For this, this is the gift of greatest worth.

A song to sing or play, or words to read,

No greater  happiness is to be found.

So those who love not music now take heed,

There are no songs when you are underground;

There are in heaven, where songs joy expound.

Embrace your life! Of joy you have no dearth,

For this, this is the gift of greatest worth.

[Jove]

Now King, the mighty King of gods is here,

The last who come, you in your court to greet.

I wish to all who gather here, good cheer.

Partake of all good drink and too good meat.

But as I stand before your Royal seat,

Remember that the Crown must rule the land

And deal with high and low with even hand.

O royal Queen, you are of high estate,

To rule beside the King your lawful right.

Your mercy can his iron will abate,

Your gentleness must temper royal might.

But let not evil things endure your sight!

Remember that the Crown must rule the land

And deal with high and low with even hand.

You two, a royal pair do rule beneath,

As on Olympus, We do rule on high,

No gift of earthly things do I bequeath,

For things of earth, like man, must age and die.

I give my rede instead, now hear my cry!

Do not forget the Crown must rule the land

And deal with high and low with even hand.
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